
  

 

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

  

People pass and see a  
GRUBBY

,  

MISURABLE 
man. little 

do they know, I’m probably  

HAPPIER 
then most of them. 

Sitting on the  

COLD 
I 
R 
T 
Y 

pavemen 

I watch  
the fancy, expensive cars  

 
d     r      i      v      e     by  

I look to my  

right and see everything I own sitting in an old 

RUSTY 
grocery cart. 

Life if a  

    beautiful  
thing, and I’m  

LUCKY 
to be alive. 

 


